38   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

nothing at all, and remained covered with confusion.
My shame was increased by the magnanimity of
Cousin Paid who said, between his sobs,c I haven't
hurt myself,1

"Ah, our beautiful drawing-room," sighed
Monsieur Bergeret. "I hardly know it with this
new paper. How I loved the ugly old paper with
its green boughs I What a gentle shade, what a
delicious warmth dwelt in the folds of the hideous
claret-coloured rep curtains I Spartacus with folded
arms used to look at us indignantly from the top of
the clock on the mantelpiece. His chains, which I
used idly to play with, came off one day in my
hand. Our beautiful drawing - room ! Mother
would sometimes call us in there when she was
entertaining old friends. We used to come here to
kiss Mademoiselle Lalouette. She was over eighty
years- of age; her cheeks were covered with a mossy
growth and her chin was bearded. One long yellow
tooth protruded from her lips. They were spotted
with black. What magic makes the memory of
that horrible little old woman full of an attractive
charm for me now? What force compels me to
recall details of her queer far-away personality ?
Mademoiselle Lalouette and her four cats lived
on an annuity of fifteen hundred francs, one half
of which she spent in printing pamphlets on
Louis XVII. She always had about a dozen of